THE   WOMEN   OF   PERSIA

ing days they were too. It was the year that we
were in Kerman, and we had just gone away for our
summer holiday to that lovely garden of Mahoon,
when one day a very urgent messenger came to my
husband from Khan Baba Khan begging him to go
and see his boy, who was very ill. The old man had
sent his carriage for us, with instructions to his man to
drive the doctor straight to liis garden, situated some
sixteen miles on the other side of Kerman, where the
boy had been taken ill. As soon as we were ready we
started off, but could only reach Kerman that night,
where we rested, and the next day arrived at the
garden of the Khan.

It was a very pretty garden, with plenty of trees
and running water. On our arrival we were ushered
into the room prepared for us, and in a few minutes
the poor, little invalid was brought in, and even then
he seemed to have the mark of death on his face;
but he was a very self-willed boy, and every one had
to humour him in everything, as the fits of temper
which he indulged in were very dangerous for him in
his weak state of health. While the doctor was
examining and prescribing for the invalid in another
room the two ladies came to see me, and brought a
very appetising dinner; chickens cooked to perfec-
tion and pillaus formed the staple part of the meal.
The ladies then retired, and my husband and I
thoroughly enjoyed our first meal taken together in
a Persian anderoon.

After dinner my husband again visited the patient,
and the ladies came to prepare our room for the night.
This was quite an elaborate undertaking. First of
all, a huge mosquito net was fixed up by attaching
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